was a question put the other day to a rough-looking fellow in one of the largest of the London prisons. " The young 'uns," said the man, without a moment's hesitation. He, of course, was speaking only for himself, but as one moved about among the crop-headed, drab-suited, melancholy-looking gang of convicts, working under the eyes of stalwart warders pacing to and fro with loaded carbines over their shoulders, one could not help wondering how many more of those hard-looking fellows were pining for the touch of little hands and the prattle of tiny tongues.
There are few perhaps who fully realise how much children are to them, or 
